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One 


Author's Notes: 
Pure fiction. 


Its funny how these things happened, Slash thought, taking a deep drag of his cigarette. A week ago, two weeks 
ago, he never would have had this thought. He'd never had thoughts like this before, except about that kid in 
seventh grade with the pin straight blond hair, how he had liked how that looked, but he thought he just 
wanted it for himself. That was nothing like this. 


They'd had to drag him to these photo sessions, but he relented and went, feeling stupid posing in front of 
crashed cars and cranes and piles of bricks and garbage, standing crammed in with his band mates in graffiti 
bathrooms. He was usually squeezed in next to Axl, and he wasn't analyzing it or anything but Axl's straight 
red hair against his wild half-fro provided the greatest contrast. Even squeezed against him, feeling the paint 
of his tattoos against his tanned arm, getting strands of his long fly away hair in his mouth, that wasn't 
enough for the spark to be ignited in his brain 


Let's try some separate ones," his nerdy friend Marc suggested. Skinny, glasses always falling down his nose, 


his hair thinning at 20 and jet black, Slash loved him. Taking pictures for free, giving them food from his 
parents’ deli. He regarded him from under his fringe of black curls, leaning back, hoping the separate pictures 


didn't start with him. 


"Let's start with Axl," he said, and Axl looked both put upon and frightened at the same time. Slash breathed a 
sigh of relief, grabbing for his cigarettes, frisking himself for a lighter. He watched Marc adjust things on Axl, 
tying his shirt in front like girls did, putting his mirrored sunglasses on him, having him lean back against the 
rail that prevented people from just tumbling down the canyon. And it was then, as he took a drag on his 
cigarette and the sun's gold rays first began to darken and reflected in Axl's sunglasses, that was when he 
noticed how Axl looked. He blinked as Marc snapped away, and Axl's half bored/half frightened look turned into 
something else, some timeless look of beauty and youth and wanting and yearning and needing things, wanting 
things so bad it twisted the base of all your organs, not just your stomach. He stared at Axl, who up until now 
had been cool half the time and beyond frustrating and annoying the other half, who sang like a cat with its 
tail in the door or a tape being eaten. How had he never seen this? How had he never seen how beautiful he 


was? 


"Slash?" Marc said, done with Axl for now. He wanted to brush him off, finish his cigarette and have some 


whiskey, but he thought of all he did for him, for them, for the band, and he knew he couldn't put him off. 
"Yeah, okay," he said, tossing the cigarette, and trying not to stare at Axl as he walked past him. 


This felt like a huge problem to Slash, and that night at a party at some stripper's pad he refused to deal with 
it. He got himself a half pint of Jack Daniels and a pack of cigarettes and he parked himself on the couch, a 
cheap mock wood coffee table conveniently nearby to hold all his things. 


"Hey, man," Axl said, holding a drink filled with ice and God knew what in a short thick glass shaped like a 
square. He was beyond bothering with glasses. He glanced at Axl, at his sheet of shiny red hair, at his 
blue/green eyes and his strange blond eyelashes. His eyelashes looked unreal to him, like something in a 


painting, like a photonegative where everyone's hair glowed around unnaturally orange skin 


"Uh, hey," he said, squirming in his seat, shifting so his legs were toward Axl and the rest of him was angled 
away. He tilted back his bottle, feeling the reassuring burn of the whiskey as it shriveled the cells down his 


esophagus. 


Axl didn't seem to notice him or his squirmy behavior. He swirled the ice in his glass so it clicked against the 
sides, he took delicate sips, and Slash knew why. Drinking fucked up his voice. So did cocaine. And he didn't do 
heroin anymore, or hardly ever. Axl was almost what people used to call a straight, although now that had a 
different meaning, which he probably fit as well. Slash shifted again, overwhelmed and unsure how to deal with 
it. He partied with Axl, he was in a band with him, he lived with him. He saw him almost every second of every 


day. How would he be able to keep his hands off of him? 


Something was up with Slash, Axl had noticed it ever since the end of the photo shoot with Marc, but he 
didn't know what it was. Slash thought he was oblivious but he wasn't. He saw some of the looks Slash gave 
him, long glances that threatened to turn into stares but Slash would pull away, turning his entire body to look 
at something else. He noticed his halted, stammering speech, he noticed how Slash lost that lazy, surfer boy 
cool way of talking with him suddenly. He still sounded like that with everyone else, but with him he sounded 
like a kid who forgot his whole oral talk up in front of the class. 


Of course he noticed this stuff. They had a ton of gigs lined up and that meant minimal drinking and no drugs, 
so the drinks didn't touch him and he remained unblinkingly sober, noticing everything around him. A lot of it 
had to do with his childhood, with being hit all the time. It made you extremely aware of the behavior of 
people around you, and he hadn't lost that. 


Walking home from the party, the five of them stumbling against each other, Axl looked around and realized 
that they were all beyond fucked up. Steven could barely walk and hadn't been talking coherently for hours. 
Izzy was so strung out that he nodded out during the entire party and now walked like a zombie behind them. 
Duff was drinking but also doing coke, and he was sniffling and drinking more and stumbling next to Steven, and 
Slash? He didn't know. He was on their periphery, like a satellite, like the moon, following them home. 


Two 


He'd find himself in close proximity, suddenly turning in their small studio and there he was, his shirt off, 
tattoos like paint, bright colors against his pale skin He'd glance across a room and see him light a cigarette, 
his eyes crossed for that second as he watched the flame. Slash would feel his cheeks turn red, burring, and 
he'd turn away. 


On stage he couldn't help but stare as his fingers plucked out the notes on their own. His fierceness, which he 
had seen over and over suddenly had a new intensity, and he felt that like a fire. He lit a cigarette to calm his 
nerves, placing it high on the neck of his guitar, between the strings. 


Only when he drank the right amount did he dare sit next to him on the couch, feeling his thigh through his 
leather pants right next to his thigh, feeling the bones in his shoulder against his arm, seeing the smoke as he 
exhaled, the cigarette held almost delicately between his fingers. 


Axl had got used to desire, being in LA. In Lafayette he'd never had to contend with desire, from anyone, 
because he was a poor outcast, the hot-tempered weird, artistic redhead. People weren't exactly knocking down 
his door. Through persistence over time he had a girlfriend or two back home. None of that had prepared him 
for LA. In LA. as the weight from his mother's cheap, carb and starch heavy meals fell away, as hard drugs 
further chiseled his features, as his hair got longer until it was finally that unreal sheet of glossy red hair, he 
began to notice certain things. He saw people staring at him from across rooms, he noticed people finding little 
ways to touch him. He saw half lidded eyes and dilated pupils, he saw breath speeding up and becoming shallow, 
he felt the tugs from girls’ hands with the long dagger fingernails pulling on the collars of his shirts and 
jackets. He felt the crumbled up little scraps of paper being put into his hands and his pockets with girls’ phone 
numbers. He saw the tilt of their heads, the nervous way they twirled a strand of their hair around their 
fingers, the nervous giggles, the hopeful stares. 


It wasn't just girls. Men would stare him down, their tongues coming to the corner of their lips. Some mistook 
the make-up he wore, the earrings and the jewelry, the leather pants and leather hats with the chain across 

the front, they mistook that for proof of his sexual identity. They offered to buy him drinks, to give him blow 
jobs in the back rooms of bars, they trapped him against walls. 


At rehearsals and at shows, at home, ever since the photo shoot with Marc, he saw the look of desire in 
Slash's eyes. At first he turned away, telling himself he imagined it because he'd noticed the deep tan of 
Slash's skin, the deep shine of his dark eyes, the poutiness of his lips. He'd noticed the dexterous movements of 
his fingers along the guitar's neck, the built up callouses on each fingertip. 


He'd ignored the stares and the little touches and the way he would lean into him on the couch and on the 
stage, his soft wild curls resting on his shoulder. He wouldn't see what he wanted to see, trying to burn 


through those things to see the truth. 


Slash felt proud of himself for ignoring Axl all day. He didn't look at him in the morning, standing in boxer 
shorts near the window, sipping coffee. He didn’t look at him as they crammed into the cheapest hamburger 
joint on the strip even though he was right next to him, crushed against him, the denim from Axl's jean jacket 
rubbing against his bare shoulder. He didn't look at him at rehearsal as he arched his back and let out a 
scream from the pit of his stomach, his eyes squeezed shut. 


"Slash," Axl's deep voice by his ear, and he was packing up after rehearsal. He jumped and turned around. 


"Uh, yeah, what's up?" Slash said, feeling like an idiot, feeling his cheeks going from pink to red, the blood 


burning in them. 


"Listen, do you want to go get a beer?" Axl wore his mirrored sunglasses, the ones that made him look like a 
strung out cop turning tricks on the highway rest stop. 


Slash licked his lips, wanting to go and wanting to run. What he wanted to do to Axl, it embarrassed even him, 
but he wanted to touch his soft porcelain skin, he wanted to feel the texture of his hair between his fingers. 
He hung his head for a moment, admitting defeat to himself. Of course he would go with him, and he'd drink 
just the right amount, and he'd try something. He saw it all swirling in his crystal ball. 


"Yeah, sure," he said, and he set his stuff aside and followed Axl out into the bright California sun 


